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The Birth of the Full Monty 


How Monthly Opinions Broke Through at MBA - Buck Brown 


Gentlemen, welcome to the first opinion, creative, and news-related paper in MBA’s 
history: the Full Monty. Releasing more frequently than both the Bell Ringer and the 
Archives, it stays topical, professional, and entertaining. All viewpoints are absolutely 
welcome, and any creative piece—political or non-political, fictional or non-fictional, 
good or otherwise—is welcome for publication. Continue reading to learn how you can 
publish your works in the Full Monty and the guidelines involved. 


First, the work must fall into one of the four categories published in the Monty. 
opinion, creative, puzzle, or news. It’s fairly broad, so you’d have a hard time finding 
something that doesn’t fit within these categories. Nick Held... Pm sure you could figure 
something out, though, to baffle the Monty editors. 

Second, the content of submitted works must be respectful to all cultures, 
groups, and identities at MBA. Let me make this clear: the submission of any works, 
fictional or otherwise, that include directly offensive content will NOT be published and 
WILL be reported. However, this does not mean that differing opinions are not welcome. 
The discussion of sensitive political topics, if any, must be handled with the highest 
degree of respect and civility. Writers pledge to obey the code of conduct and agree that 
they will respectfully, thoroughly, and accurately report their opinions. Any statistics 
included in an article should be cited, with citations provided at the back of the paper. 
Additionally, the Full Monty exists as an outlet for civil discourse. That being said, 
discourse must remain civil and never extend into the physical world. Many of you 
reading this know me, and I expect that some of you may not agree with me on a number 
of topics. This is fantastic—please, I urge you, email me with a dissenting article. I will 
publish it, and make it the headline if you like. I applaud the bravery required to publish 
personal opinions or creative works in a public paper, and you will be recognized for that 
courage. 

Third, creative pieces, I expect, should be of reasonable length. We will not 
publish a forty-two-page cultural-geography project in this paper. We will, however, 
publish portions of it. If you’ve got convenient dividers, such as chapters, we’ll go one at a 
time. Again, there are very few limits on creative works, so long as they pass rule #2. 

Fourth, news works, for clarification, do not have to be MBA-related. However, 
they must be reported in an unbiased way (otherwise, you’re getting moved to the 
opinion section) and must still have some relevance. For example, at this point, it would 
no longer be relevant to write about the 2020 election. News is new, so make it so. 
Otherwise, to the opinion section you go! 

Fifth, please, for the love of God, edit your non-creative works. I have a team of 
editors, but we prefer to receive somewhat grammatical pieces. Creative works will be 
edited less severely, or not at all if requested. Please provide special instructions for any 
intentional misuse of grammar or special formatting you desire. 

Sixth, puzzles must be possible, and include a key. The key will be published in 
the issue. 

Seventh, pictures must be related to the opinion and news articles. Creative 
pictures (artistic photography, etc.) are another matter and count as creative pieces. 

Finally, email, text, call, or send a smoke signal to me, Buck Brown, if you’re 
interested in writing for the Full Monty. You'll be put on the email list and should come to 
the next meeting. We publish monthly. Articles are due when they’re due and won’t be 
accepted afterward. The paper is intended to remain short, sweet, and relevant—just 
slightly more than what a student would comfortably read over a week or two. 

Again, we warmly welcome you to the Full Monty, the Paper of Intellectual and 
Creative Liberty. There was a need in the market, and we filled it. Donations of any sort 
are welcome—every penny goes toward publishing the next issue. 


Sincerely, your editor-in-chief, 
Buck Brown, Class of ’27 


SEE ALSO: 
= Poems and Short Stories Rise at MBA! 
© Pro-State v. Anti-State - Market Control 
© What if All the MBA Buildings Fought? 


E = Battle of the Buildings - Miles Haithcoat 


If there were a battle between all the buildings at MBA, it would be based on the type of 
people, the characteristics of the building, and what is inside the building (contributing to 
its super move). 

In last place would be the Ball Building because there are not many people in it, 
and it is primarily occupied by math specialists. Its ability would be a relatively weak 
one: calculating an opponent’s move. Next would be the Wilson Library, because although 
it is small and not heavily populated, it could summon an army based on the knowledge 
from its books, making it quite powerful. The next building would be the Carter Building. 
Although it has many people, they are mostly language experts, and its only ability would 
be to communicate in any language. Following that would be the Lowry Building, which 
has a few people skilled in literature. It would share the Wilson Library’s ability but could 
also write stories that come true, though this would take time, diminishing its 
effectiveness. Next would be the Massey Building, which has a lot of younger individuals 
of various specialties. Its unique ability would be to copy the abilities of Lowry, Ball, and 
Carter. In second place would be the Burk, as it is home to strong, athletic individuals, as 
well as a nursing station. Its ability would be to enhance its attack and heal itself. Finally, 
in first place, would be the Ingram Building, which houses a large number of smart 
scientists capable of creating inventions to strengthen themselves. Its superpower would 
be to produce chemicals from its body and create animals. 


Crossword! - Will Reseland 
Mamma Mia! spotlight operator 


Down: 

1. Your favorite Mamma Mia spotlight operators (anti-alphabetical) 
2. Everyone's favoUrite teacher. 

4. Last name of the sponsor of the Full Monty. 

6. The antagonist (So far) of "Smell the Night Sky." 

7. The final word in the newest MBA paper. 

13. Second word of Lee's favorite ride in "Smell the Night Sky." 

15. Oil, Rockefeller's oil company. 

19. The best part of life. 

21. Amount of rules of The Full Monty 


Across: 

3. Absurdisim (literally) 

5. The one who is (Debatably) guilty of promiscuity. 
8. Some art in this issue; On the ground. 

9. Hangs out with a queen. 

10. Center of the pack for battle of the buildings. 
11. The bane of Wilson's existence 

12. The largest category so far of articles. 

14. A synonym of Full Monty 


16. Last name of the creator of 
this crossword 

17. The best description of 
Mamma Mia. 

18. Implied 

20. You’ve your last Mia 
22. The older brother in “Smell 
the Night Sky” 
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Smell The Night Sky - Nick Held 
Chapter One: The Carnival 


Plastic trees fill the ones that that once grew with the subtle reminder of what once was. 
Children used to hop like rabbits outside of their homes long ago- when they had one. 
Now they hunt the rabbits that remain for the tiniest bit of food they can gather. Their 
mothers, all sick with diseases that hadn’t been discovered several years ago, were all 
amputees from when it broke out. When the children have caught the rabbit, they stare 
into each other’s eyes; remembering a time where the young would have chased the 
rabbit into the forest before their older siblings would have stopped them from getting 
lost. But now, there were no older siblings to stop them, and there was no way the rabbit 
could escape through the thick barbed wire fence. And so, with nowhere else to go, the 
bloodthirsty kids would surround the poor animal. Its helpless legs could not take it any 
farther. 

Food was caught; the family was saved for tonight. Edward and Lee made their 
way back home to feed their poor mother and father who cannot move. On the walk 
back, they greeted their neighbors, all watching them with pride that they caught sucha 
quick creature at such a young age. The boys looked at each other, knowing that their 
bond is stronger than the will of nature. Landmarks of their town were apparent to them: 
the old hospital where their mother had worked, the police station where their father, 
always getting into some trouble, had been several times. The large fountain, as the 
centerpiece of their town, marked its founding in 1736, and how it had stood through so 
much: the Revolutionary War, the Civil War, and now the war against survival. It was a 
prime reminder to all the townspeople that they are lucky to still be sitting in their homes 
comfortably. Walking a few miles past that, the two locked eyes with the old gateway to 
their childhood heaven: Star-Land, the carnival and main attraction of their town. 

It had been 365 days since it began. They were told to never go to Star-Land 
again by their parents because it was supposedly the first place in the town to have the 
infection reach it. But it has been 365 days; in the boy’s minds, there was no reason to be 
fearful of the carnival. Long ago, all it brought them was joy. The boys paused before 
walking in. Edward put down the large back he had been carrying on a stump next to the 
front of the overgrown park. Lee ran in as fast as his young legs could take him, and 
Edward followed shortly after. 

Somehow, it was still intact, aside from a few rides being too overgrown with 
green and fungus to work. Lee, being the youngest of the two, took no time to wander 
around. He ran straight to his favorite ride as a kid: The 3 Musketeers. It consisted of 
three large drops in the rollercoaster and a gift shop full of pre-teen eye candy he simply 
couldn’t resist. Without thinking, he ran away from his older brother, and went straight to 
his ride. Edward, however, sat down on an old bench that he and his dad used to sit on. 
They used to compete to see who could spot the most amount of one color. 

“Blue...” he said to himself. “One blue, now two, three.” Edward began to cry, 
remembering the times when he didn’t have to worry about the virus taking him and his 
family. “When will this end? Will it ever end?” Edward scoffed. He sat for a few more 
moments before realizing a great danger. “The sun,” he murmured to himself, “the sun is 
going down!” None of the boys or girls were meant to stay out past sundown, but he and 
his brother were both in a place declared off-limits to everyone else in the town. 

“Lee, we have to go!” Edward shouted, realizing he had let him run off alone. 
Edward put his hand in a fist, angry at Lee for running away. “Lee!” Edward kept on 
shouting, now spinning in circles. The sun was going down quickly, and all the lights in 
the park were turned off. Their bag was left outside the park and Edward didn’t have his 
flashlight with him. He couldn’t just stand and wait there for his brother- he needed to go 
and find him. As soon as that thought crossed his mind, he heard a loud noise: a screech, 
a scream- a Taken. The Takens had been given their names because they were the first to 
be infected by the virus, which had taken over their minds and turned them into hosts for 
the virus to live off and feast on. Edward froze for a second, and then reminded himself 
why he was still alive: to fight, and to survive. Edward ran towards the sound until he 
came to the source: a ride. The 3 Musketeers. 


ESTERN 


XPRESS; 


Shattered glass surrounded the entrance and bones were spiked around it like a 
trap. Edward considered if it was worth it and almost turned back, but he heard it again- 
the Taken was inside and was getting ready for a feast. Edward, without thinking, kicked 
down the door with no weapons... only a fiery soul and a vengeful heart. 

It was quiet, there, with no one in the building. Edward looked around slowly, 
and he saw Lee, slumped behind a table, staring at Edward, putting his pointer finger on 
his mouth, telling Edward not to make a sound. “What?” Edward said, not realizing what 
he had just done. The Taken lept at him- Lee jumped up and pushed Edward out of the 
way. The Taken broke the glass door behind Edward and slowly got up. 

“We have to go,” said Lee. Edward looked around to find a weapon, or better 
yet, an exit. By now, the Taken had gotten up. It was blind and could only hear. Edward 
picked up a broken metal pipe, now crouched down, trying to communicate in silence. 
Lee pointed at the big broken window and then pointed at a rock on the floor. Edward 
knew what he meant. Edward picked up the stone and threw it in the opposite direction 
from the window. The Taken sprinted and lunged at where the noise came from. Quickly, 
Edward grabbed Lee’s hand and ran through the broken window. The Taken turned 
around and sprinted towards them- Edward took the metal pipe and swung it at the 
Taken like he was hitting a baseball. 

The Taken was completely still, a large metal pipe now stuck in his head. 
Edward was completely frozen in front of him. Lee grabbed Edward’s hand and they 
began to leave the park. They reached the gates once again. They grabbed their rabbit 
and their backpack, and finally began walking back home. Lee grabbed a band-aid out of 
the bag and put it on a bleeding scratch on his swollen neck. Edward held his brother 
close as he limped his way down the dirt path. 


Poem #2 - Noah Wieck 
Read left column, then right. 


How I long to hear the roar of the spark 
As it shines like a grand display. 

How I long to see the land of Denmark 
And lie in the fields at midday. 


How I long to love yet again 

To share all that I can 

How I long to see the end 

All of my pain from this long span. 


How I long to explore the sound of a dance 
As the music blasts and roars. 

How I long to get one more chance 

To go back in the trenches of love and war. 


Alas I know it is impossible 
For I have been too Irresponsible. 


Magdalena Bay, Imaginal Disk Review - Ethan Osmundson 


While some may recognize the experimental 
pop duo Magdalena Bay from their song 
“The Beginning,” featured on the hit show 
Wednesday, most are unaware of the 
extraordinary range of sounds they have to 
offer. For context, Mica Tenenbaum and 
Matthew Lewin are both talented 
multi-instrumentalists and producers based 
in Los Angeles. Primarily, Mica handles the 
vocals, with Matthew providing backup. In 
late August, they released their sophomore 
project, Imaginary Disk, a seamless blend of 
neo-psychedelia, synth-pop, and chillwave, 
neatly woven into a runtime just shy of an 
hour. The album follows the journey of a 
character named “True” as she embarks on a 
quest for self-discovery. For the most attentive listeners, scattered clues across the duo’s 
website and music videos create a rich narrative open to individual interpretation. 

Before delving into the music itself, you may be wondering why Mica (as 
“True”) is depicted with a strange disk being inserted into her head on the album cover. It 
symbolizes the flourishing of her mind and is a clever reference to the metamorphosis of 
an insect, from its imaginal disc. An imaginal disk is a sac that develops into an adult fly. 
While a seemingly minute detail, it perfectly encapsulates the level of care the duo has 
poured into their music, whether through complex chord progressions or intricate drum 
layering. It feels like a gift that keeps on giving. 

The album opens with “She Looked Like Me,” which perfectly captures the 
essence of the story. The following track, “Killing Time,” features tropical sounds paired 
with a stellar bassline and maracas. Towards the end, Mica’s silky vocals transform into 
an entrancing chant, taking a sharp turn into experimental territory. Next, “Image” offers 
a more traditional pop structure but still stands out with its unique elements. Honestly, 
this song boasts one of the strongest melodies in music today, especially highlighted when 
the "crunchy" bass kicks in during the final chorus. Connected by a video concept to the 
previous track, the lead single “Death & Romance” leans into a more progressive sound, 
with the percussion building until it climaxes, all the while supported by a lush bassline. 
It’s an entrancing listen. 

In “Vampire in the Corner,” what starts as a quiet track, with Mica whispering 
into the mic, develops into a bombastic chorus featuring a falsetto rich with emotion, 
expressing the longing for companionship. My personal favorite track on the album, 
“Watching TV.” follows a similar song structure, climbing octave after octave until it 
spirals downward into “Tunnel Vision,” which takes a significant experimental turn. On 
this track, I found it intriguing how the vocals cut off early, allowing Matt and Mica’s 
production to take center stage. The next track, “Love is Everywhere,” may not stand out 
for its songwriting, but it more than compensates with its immaculate bassline, originally 
co-produced for Lil Yachty’s “Running Out of Time.” The diversity of each track is truly 
impressive—whether it’s the punk rock edge of “That’s My Floor” or the ABBA-inspired 
“Cry For Me,” there’s something for everyone. The concluding track, “The Ballad of Matt 
and Mica,” provides a satisfying summary of the duo’s musical journey over the past few 
years, from the release of their Day/Pop EP to the present day. 

In my opinion, Imaginary Disk is one of the best pop records of this millennium, 
if not of all time. It’s a shame that such groundbreaking music can be overshadowed by 
the generic fare churned out by the industry (I’m looking at you, The Tortured Poets 
Department). Is the album perfect? No, but that’s precisely what makes music so 
special—the human element that artificial intelligence can never truly replicate. For a 
group that describes their sound as “synth-pop straight from the simulation,” Imaginary 
Disk sounds remarkably down to earth. For me, this is the album of the year, and I hope 
you find the same level of enjoyment on your first listen. 


The Philosopher’s Corner - Noah Wieck 


Welcome to The Full Monty! And welcome to the 

Philosophers corner. In this section we will discuss all 

things philosophy. This issue’s discussion will focus on my 

personal favorite philosophy: Absurdism! Absurdism is the | 

belief that life has no inherent meaning, therefore the + 

philosophy prompts the individual to find their own meaning. Absurdism traces its 
roots to the 1900s with the writers and philosophers Søren Kierkegaard and Albert 
Camus. In a collection of philosophical essays, Camus conveys his thoughts on 
absurdism. Thus is his greatest work: The Myth of Sisyphus and Other Essays. 
Absurdism is a lot more optimistic than most philosophies. But what does that mean? 
To understand it we must discuss its family. The three living philosophies are three 
different philosophies that all have the same general premise: life has no meaning. 
These philosophies are Nihilism, Existentialism, and Absurdism. Nihilism is the belief 
that life has no meaning whatsoever. It is commonly associated with extreme 
pessimism and skepticism. A real nihilist would have no loyalties and no purpose- so 
that kind of person would be a bore to be around. The reality of Nihilism would be 
someone saying: “life has no meaning, and I'm totally cool with that.” Existentialism, 
on the other hand, is more focused on the individual. It says that every individual is 
free to make their own choices in order to find their own way. Absurdism is what I like 
to call the “contradictional philosophy.” The basic premise is that life has no meaning, 
but that the individual should rebel against this system and actively try to search for 
one. In order to see what makes this concept so great, tune in to the next issue where I 
will go into more depth of Absurdism and why it's so good. See you next time! 
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You’ve Mamma’d Your Last Mia - Wilson Rutterer 
Following image provided by Wilson Rutterer 


You might be wondering, “how did the Full Monty get a Mamma Mia! review out one day 
after the final performance?” Well, guess what? We have people on the inside... we even 
have people in the Davis theater ceiling. I was one of the following spotlights for Mamma 
Mia!, so over the last week I have spent about 2 full days worth of time listening to ABBA 
music. I really enjoy the music, but I can now practically sing the entirety of every song in 
the musical. The way the writers wrote the production is a little abnormal. They picked 
the songs, and then they made the story, around the music, which is the exact opposite 
way most musicals are witten. This makes Mamma Mia! especially unique. 

You can definitely tell that the story, which is not bad by any means, falls to the 
wayside in comparison to the glory that is ABBA music. This being said, as a spotlight 
operator, I get the best view in the house with a direct view from above. But this great 
view comes with a price that cannot be paid with money. Actually aiming the spotlight is 
fine, but I have to sit on this tiny little wobbly stool for the entire show, and it really hurts. 
Anyways, the story is heartwarming and multiple times in the show I found myself 
singing along. It is also amazing what the set designers did to the stage. They turned the 
normal view of the Davis theater into the spitting image of a tiny Greek island. The sound 
and lighting crew definitely knocked it out of the park, especially the limelight experts. 
However, the great spotlighting comes at the price of horrible back pain for the operators. 
We were sitting at a 45° angle for, like, 2 hours straight, every day for a week. I don't know 
if my back will ever be the same. Overall Mamma Mia! was an amazing play to watch, 
and an even better play to work on. Still, I am never going to sit on a stool for more than 
an hour ever again 


Pillow Fort - Charlie Pierce 
Chapter One: Trapped 


Life is important to all of us- whether our own or others. But what happens when life is 
valued above all else? James, an office worker for Ultralife, wakes up from his sleep pod. 
It's the year 2371 and it is now illegal to do anything that could harm your lifespan. James 
turns on the TV for the morning, Station 4. The news blares out as his nutrient dispenser 
whirs a low humming as it extrudes a gray paste into his bowl. He shoves it down his 
throat, gagging with every bite of the tasteless sludge before heading to work at his office 
job. 

Walking past blank faces 

in a blank world 
full of blank buildings, 

he reaches a door to a massive unpainted concrete skyscraper. After a long day 
at the office, James walks out of his office quickly, darting left down an alley and rushing 
for a door or a place. Today was not just any boring day. Today, he saved up enough to 
buy his favorite food. Sadly, ever since the new government took over, people haven't 
been able to eat hamburgers because it could shorten their lifespan. In fact, since the new 
government gained power, people weren't allowed to do anything to harm themselves in 
any way, whether it be smoking, drinking, getting fat, or even being stressed. If you were 
caught, they would put you into a feeding tube until you decided to "behave." As James 
runs down the alley, he passes many posters with happy families featuring the words 
"Government Knows Best." Posters everywhere- more and more, until he gets to a door, 
covered in posters, with two slits. One slit on the top of the door, and another in the 
middle. James drops a pile of coins into the middle slot and knocks three times. A 
presumably large man opens a slit, handing him an unmarked paper bag, still hot. 
Suddenly, the sound of alarms. He’s been caught. He begins bolting down the narrow 
alley. 

"Halt!" he hears from the corrections officer. This is not the first time he's gotten 
in trouble. If he's caught again... who knows. James rushes down the dark alley until he 
sees a bright light at the end... red and white. 

He's trapped. 

In that moment, he rips open the bag. Pulling out a hamburger, he wolfes it 
down. A sense of unbridled euphoria rushes over him. His taste buds cry out in ecstasy as 
he has finally lived once again. 

Bam. 

James is shot by a tranquilizer. As he falls down, he is caught and dragged off to 
prison. There, he will be put in a deprivation chamber and fed a nutrient slurry till he 
grows old. Not a thought in his mind. No joy, love, anger, or pain, just apathy, entropying 
till he is nothing and is no more. So too is the fate of a society without freedom; one that 
values life over living, and where death is avoided at all costs. 


| TurningBlue - Nick Held 


As sad as it seems 
You’re turning blue in my dreams 


But blue is the sky 

In which birds fly 

And blue is my eye 

In where I cry 

Yet Blue is the river 
That makes her shiver 
Still, blue is her name 

That runs through my brain 


Blue when she cries 
But beautiful she stays 
Blue when he dies 
But there is heaven’s gates 


Blue is not sad, it is beautiful in all 
But I prefer her brown eyes, that make me crumble. 


| _ An Ode To Sickness - Griffin Moody 


Oh flu oh flu oh how I love you 

No matter the season no matter the reason 
You stick to me like glue 

You sweeten up my life by seizin’ up my day 
Oh flu oh flu I hope you will always stay 


Oh flu oh flu I love how you make me cough 

I love how you make me sneeze 

You make me shiver like I just met Olaf 

You make me so brittle I could get knocked over by the breeze 


Oh flu oh flu You are the worst 

I never wish to have you 

I want to ridden myself of you because you are a curse 
You are just the worst; through and through 


| _ Art Submission - Tyler Thomas 


|The Economy, Anti-State - Buck Brown 
Perspective v. Perspective 


Any degree of government intervention in an economy is both unproductive and unjust. 
Any coercion practiced by the state to accumulate tax dollars is undeniably a form of 
theft, regardless of where the funds are allocated. If someone were to break into your 
house and take money against your will (as taxes are—the social “contract” is a myth; 
where was the line to sign on?) and donate that money to charity, is it still theft? Of 
course, it is. Taxation is theft. This fact must be established before pursuing any 
additional argument about economics. State intervention in the voluntary exchange of 
goods and services between two or more individuals is both immoral and inefficient. The 
government should have no involvement in the business of two consenting individuals. 
Therefore, the basic concept that capitalism is exploitation is flawed—the only alternative 
is government-approved pillaging. 

Secondly, if we have established that government intervention is immoral, I 
shall now prove that it is also inefficient and detrimental to the consumer. Let’s take 
Standard Oil, Rockefeller’s business masterpiece, as an example of unregulated 
capitalism. Consider some facts about “monopolies”: 

In 1870, near the time Standard Oil was founded, it controlled approximately 
4% of the market share. Over the next thirty years, as it expanded in 1874 (25%) and 1880 
(85%), the price of oil dropped from 30¢ to 8¢ a barrel, or 77% [2], due to the unbeatable 
efficiency of Standard Oil. Additionally, Rockefeller paid his employees exceedingly well 
with above-average wages [1]. The court ruling that Standard Oil was a “predatory 
monopoly” occurred in 1911, at which point Standard Oil had dropped to 65% of the 
market share. Following that ruling, the U.S. government created the Oil Division of the 
U.S. Fuel Administration—an effective government-instituted monopoly. 

Therefore, with this evidence alone (though I’d be thrilled to continue the 
argument with more examples, such as Henry Ford paying twice as much as competitors 
in the auto industry [3]), I can assert that natural monopolies cannot exist in a way that 
exploits consumers. A basic understanding of economics leads to the conclusion that 
“monopolies” must lower consumer prices and incentivize good work in order to 
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maintain substantial market share. Moreover, the only way for a true monopoly to exist is 
through government intervention (such as with the TVA or FDA). 

Finally, I conclude that natural monopolies cannot exist in a free market system 
in a way that harms consumers, and the only way monopolies can arise is through 
government coercion. Therefore, state intervention in voluntary exchange is both 
immoral and inefficient. 


[1] Teach democracy. (n.d.). 
https://teachdemocracy.org/bill-of-rights-in-action/bria-16-2-b-rockefeller-and-the-standar 
d-oil-monopoly.html 


[2] The myth that standard oil was a “Predatory monopoly.” (n.d.). Foundation for 
Economic Education. 
https://fee.org/articles/the-myth-that-standard-oil-was-a-predatory-monopoly/ 


[3] America’s Gilded Age | Maryville Online. (2023, November 8). Maryville University 
Online. https://online.maryville.edu/business-degrees/americas-gilded-age/ 


The Economy, Pro-State - Charlie Pierce 
Perspective v. Perspective 


It is important to have some state control over the economy. America produces more than 
enough to sustain its population, yet wastes around 60 million tons of food every year, 
while some people struggle to feed their children. The issue is not the lack of production 
but the distribution of existing resources. Amazon pays an average of $16 per hour. If we 
assume they work 2,080 hours a year, this equals an annual salary of $33,280. If they have 
1,521,000 workers, that amounts to an average of $53 billion in wages every year. Now, 
that may seem like a lot, but in 2023, Amazon made a net profit of $270.046 billion. This 
means they could raise the salary of their workers to $32 an hour and still make $218 
billion annually. Currently, the average living wage in America is $21.46, or an annual 
salary of $44,637, which is $11,337 more than what Amazon workers make on average. 
How do the workers make up the difference, you may ask? They do so through extra jobs 
and welfare, which is funded by tax dollars. This means the government is forced to foot 
the bill because Amazon won't pay its workers adequately. 

From 2018 to 2021, Amazon paid a combined $4.062 billion in taxes, which was 
significantly less than the $17.243 billion needed in subsidies just to meet the living wage. 
This discrepancy means that between 2018 and 2021, taxpayers lost $64.910 billion to 
subsidize a private corporation. If Amazon is taking taxpayer money, then it should either 
compensate in kind or stop receiving assistance. A system of greater government control 
could raise the minimum wage, thereby reducing the need for welfare spending. 

My opponent makes the claim that taxes are immoral and then equates them to 
theft, but theft implies that individuals receive nothing in return. He also assumes that 
willing transactions cannot oppress people without attempting to prove why. My 
opponent further ignores Carnegie Steel, a company that existed at the same time and 
was known for abusing its workers, even hiring the Pinkertons, often called a corporate 
military, to suppress protesters. Additionally, Standard Oil is an outdated example. 
Companies like Amazon, which would be the best example of a modern-day monopoly, 
are known for exploiting workers with harsh conditions and low pay. Moreover, market 
control isn’t just about trust-busting but also includes union protections, workers' rights, 
laws against non-compete clauses, and the minimum wage, all of which have improved 
working conditions by requiring companies to meet baseline safety and employee 
standards. 


Mamma Mia! Anti-Ending - Buck Brown 
Perspective v. Perspective 


Mamma Mia! is an absolute banger of a musical, and Mrs. Bromfield’s decision to 
perform it this year was an exceedingly good one. However- anyone who’s actually seen 
the production might have a few questions. Of course, the entire premise of the 
performance is that Sophie, the main character, doesn’t know who her father is because 
her mother slept with three different men in the same month. Again, the actors involved 
absolutely crushed it, and I mean to judge the writer, Catherine Johnson, not MBA and 
HH’s production of the show (which was phenomenal). The ending kicks some people off 
the Mamma Mia! wagon- Sophie “learns something about herself” through the events of 
the storyline. It’s fair enough to say that the moral of the plot is providing a sense of 
family for young people. I one-hundred percent agree with that portion of the moral 
lesson. However- the production never quite excuses the cause of the conflict in the first 
place: Donna’s (Sophie’s mother) promiscuity. 

The musical ends happily, and this is good. But ending happily almost seems to 
suggest that these sorts of vulgar actions always end neatly. Throughout the show, the 
pain of heartbreak and severance hurts Donna and the three men, demonstrating some of 
the potential consequences of poor decisions in youth. But, even in the final scene, Donna 
tries to invert the responsibility to Sam with the line: “don’t you go getting all 
self-righteous on me, you’ve only got yourself to blame...” in reference to why Sophie 
doesn’t know who her father is. This is, quite frankly, absurd. The reason why Donna 
slept with two other men in the same month (because she “couldn’t help it” [Act I, Sc. 3]) 
was because Sam went away? Again, there is much remorse in the show regarding this 
pull between love and pride, but the fact that Donna almost seems to “get the last word” 
in the matter, and that Sam admits his wrong makes the ending unsatisfying. Everything 
else: Sophie not marrying Sky and Sam proposing on the spot is, Pll admit, extremely 
dramatic and exceedingly entertaining. I’m absolutely content with the rest of the ending, 
other than the fact that Donna never accepts responsibility in the broader scheme of the 
performance for her previous actions. The blame ends up on Sam. If you can look past 
this minor detail (as I can- I love the musical... the ending is imperfect) and come to the 
conclusion that the ending isn’t nearly bad enough to “wreck” the entire performance, 
then we will have agreed. Great show, guys! 


Mamma Mia! Pro-Ending - Noah Wieck 
Perspective v. Perspective 


In addition to the killer music and dance moves, Mamma Mia! has one of the most 
thought provoking themes in musical history. The theme being the idea of what a family 
really is. As previously argued by Buck, Donna’s crazy summer is what started this 
cavalcade of madness, but it does not exactly mean she is in the wrong. In no way would 
these actions be appropriate today, but it still happens. We have whole TV shows that 
demonstrate it (see The Maury Show). Donna’s behavior is a product of its time, as the 70s 
and 80s were a crazy period, one where you could get away with more of these acts. Let's 
draw a comparison with another beloved piece of media from the 90s: Dragon Ball Z. 
WAIT, WAIT, PUT THE PITCHFORKS DOWN. Let me explain. 


In the Saiyan Saga, Goku (the main character, duh) is on his last legs, being 
defeated by the main villain, Vegeta. But Goku’s friend Krillin has the upper hand, with a 
sword above Vegeta ready to take vengeance for all that he has done. But Goku protests. 
He says that if he lets Vegeta go, he will be a better fighter later (which is a ridiculous 
thing to say about a person who just killed 3 of your friends and almost killed you). 
However, it ends up working out in the end when Vegeta returns and eventually joins the 
side of good. It still does not excuse Goku’s selfish actions, but it also does not make ita 
bad conclusion to this part of the story. The same could be said for what Donna does in 
Mamma Mia!. Her selfish actions end up netting her a daughter, who is going to travel the 
world with the love of her life, a loving husband, and a soon to be 5 star romantic resort. 
Again her actions in the summer of 71 are inexcusable, but that doesn’t mean it’s a bad 
ending. 


What is Schadenfreude and is it a Demeritable Offense? 
Dr. Jian Farhoumand (everyone’s favourite teacher) 


Even if you’re not familiar with the German colloquialism, ‘schadenfreude’ (pronounced 
“shah-den-froyda”), and what it means, the chances are high that you’ve (unfortunately 
enough) already encountered it in the wild of everyday campus life, without realising it. 

Schadenfreude comprises two German words — “schaden”, meaning “damage”, 
and “freude”, meaning “joy” — and translates into English as, literally, “damage joy” or, 
more precisely, “joy derived from seeing damage done unto others”. Perhaps a better 
translation, then, might be “delight in another’s downfall”. Now, is taking delight in 
another’s downfall the kind of behaviour that is becoming a gentleman? Methinks not. 

Every English teacher on the top floor of Lowry is familiar with the over-excited 
phrase yelped delightedly by wide-eyed ninth-graders, “Dee ‘im up, sir!”, on observing an 
unfortunate classmate stumbling tardily into Eng 1 after being let out late from Biology 
four miles away across the quad. (“Dee” being phonetic for “D.”, short for “demerit”.) Or, 
how about when you’ve already awarded said stumbler with two demerits for tardiness, 
and one of his delighted classmates runs up to you in the lunchline, breathlessly 
demanding, “Magister, is it true you gave Smithee two demerits again!”, amid 
barely-concealed convulsions of ecstasy. Well, is this request itself not — strictly speaking — 
a moral and ethical offense worthy of five demerits for conduct unbecoming a 
gentleman? 

I'd say it’s certainly deserving of at least double the initial two demerits, as it 
comes across as a somewhat unsporting rubbing of salt into the wound of the poor, 
demerited miscreant who is usually (at said time of asking) within earshot, skulking 
shamefacedly around the broccoli and potatoes, or standing by, staring morosely into an 
empty brownies tray at the dessert counter as his tardiness in class has (almost invariably 
so) leaked into his lunchline arrival habits, too. Perhaps we could politely petition our 
dear Coach Simpson - a wrestling coach renowned for fair play and sportsmanship - and 
ask him kindly to consider including a new entry on the school’s dreaded demerit list. 
Tucked cosily between “two demerits for tardiness” and “five demerits for conduct 
unbecoming a gentleman”, we could propose a new category: “four demerits for 
schadenfreude” - the most unsporting of acts. 

Speaking of unsporting acts, another most displeasing occasion and example of 
schadenfreude is when it rears its ugly and unwelcome head in the arena of school 
sports. For example, just last week at the tennis courts, I overheard a fellow tennis coach 
admonishing an over-zealous eighth-grader in the bleachers for cheering delightedly at a 
double fault served by an opposing school’s third singles seed. Instead, the boy was 
encouraged from now on only to celebrate a winning shot, rather than whoop at some 
poor blunderer’s mistake. I thought that this was sound and gentlemanly advice from the 
aforementioned coach. If tennis were no longer to observe and uphold the rules of polite 
society, how would we distinguish it from rugby? 

Speaking of rugby, let us now return to F Block lunch in the Gioia Commons 
dining hall where life is a nonstop, raucous scrum of shoulder barging and jaw grinding 
punctuated only by the feral yells, hollers, snorts and grunts of the animal kingdom. And 
this brings us to, perhaps, the only permissible example of schadenfreude that I - as both 
an academic and a sports coach - can agree is actually quite amusing and therefore 
allowable on its merit for live entertainment value alone: and that is the schadenfreude 
brought on by that accidental lunchtime tray slippage that results in a plate or glass 
sliding off said tray as mishap-prone schoolboy navigates erroneously across the hall... 
CRASH! The din of the scrum is momentarily shocked into awed and delighted silence as 
every schoolboy looks up from his trough/tray with eyes agog, followed immediately by 
an instantaneous, universal and unrehearsed cheer, “Waheyyyyyy!!!” 

Perhaps the only other time the entire school assembles to vocalise in such 
cohesive unison is at the yearly singing of the school song. However, the lunchtime tray 
slippage cheer is my preferred category of unified performance as it’s actually a 
commendable example of unscheduled and unrehearsed fraternity cheekily 
masquerading as quasi-schadenfreude. If I catch you indulging in real schadenfreude, 
though, I’m giving you two. (Maybe four.) 


Crossword Key: 1. Wilsonandwill 2. Farhoumand 3. Absurdisim 4. Tarkington 5. Donna 6. Virus 7. Monty 8. Sneakers 
9. King 10. Lowry 11. Stool 12. Opinion 13. Musketeers 14. Thefullscoop 15. Standard 16. Reseland 17. Banger 
18. Volatility 19. Living 20. Mammad 21. Seven 22. Edward 
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Sponsors 


1. Western Express: $160 / mo 
2. iostudio: basic costs of printing; expenses 


Individuals 


1. Dr. Farhoumand: $10 
2. Will Whitehair: $5 
3. Charlie Pierce: $1 


All patronage, either in-person or digital, greater than $1, will be cited here. We thank 
anyone who’s donated to the Monty! 


